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and subdued as though they had learned life had
nothing more to offer them, and they were present
only because they might as well use up the salvage
of their days. The clerk raised his head and ques-
tioned the men before him with a quick, inclusive
glance. "Any men here of the Cygnet?" he
demanded. His voice, raised in certainty above
the casual murmuring of the repressed, made them
all as self-conscious and furtive as though discov- ,
ered in guilt. Hanson's head appeared above the
crowd, as he rose from a bench and went to the
official. " I'm the engineer of the Cygnet.
We're waiting for Captain Purdy."

The clerk complained. He pulled out his
watch. " He said he would be ready for me at
ten this morning. Now you've lost your turn,
and there are three other ships." He turned
away in a manner which told everyone that
Hanson had now become non-existent, pushed
aside the Cygnefs papers, and searched the room
once more. " Ah, good morning, Captain Hud-
son. You ready for me ? Then I'll take you
next." The captain went round to stand beside
the official, and his crew clustered on their side of
the bars, with their caps in their hands.